the flogging cells?' He gave me a violent push that sent
me staggering back to the wall.

His fist was clenched and he was coming towards me
again when there was a knock at the door.

For a moment we stared at each other in silence; then
he straightened his back, walked to the door and opened
it. It was one of the waiters.

4You rang. Monsieur?' I heard him say.

Schimler seemed to hesitate. Then:

*I am sorry/ he said; 1 did not mean to ring. You can

go.'

He shut the door and, leaning against it, looked at me.
'That was a fortunate interruption for you, my friend.
It is many years since I lost my temper so completely.
I was going to kill you.'

I strove to keep the tremor out of my voice. 'And now
that you have regained your temper, perhaps we can
talk sense. A little while ago you remarked that the best
defence is attack. I am afraid that your calling me a spy is
a somewhat naive way of putting that notion into practice.
Don't you agree?'

He was silent. I began to regain my self-possession.
This was going to be easier than I had thought. The
main thing now was to find out what he had done with
the camera. Then I would get the waiter back to tele-
phone Beghin.

'If,' I went on, cyou knew the trouble you had caused
me you would be far more sympathetic. I can still feel
that crack on the head you gave me last night. And if
you haven't already spoiled those two rolls of film I should
like them back before the police come. You know, they
talked of not letting me go back to Paris until the matter
was cleared up. However, now that it is cleared up, I
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